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Interview with the Asshole 


Author's Notes: 
No sexy action in the first chapter, just some other important info. ;) Will contain both het and slash scenes 


later on. Happy reading! 


"Dyllan!" 


A crowded studio in NYC eagerly awaited its star of the moment. John Laramie, the cheesy host of World 


Famous Live, sat at his interviewer's desk with a smarmy smirk pasted to his face. 


"Dyllan! Dyllan Blaine!" 


Laramie loved being paid to shmooze with celebrities; the bigger the star, the more money he received. In 
truth, Laramie looked down his bulbous nose at them all. His chair was placed slightly higher than those of his 
guests, to give the impression that he was bigger than they. He was, in fact, a rather short mon. 


"Dyllan! You're on in sixty seconds! Hurry up!" 


John Laramie normally had a snobbish look about him, and tonight that look was intensified. Tonight his guest 
was none other than Dyllan Blaine, the World's Greatest Modern Rocker, by title. After tonight's episode, 
Laramie's ratings would soar. 


‘Oh, what the fuck is he doing?! Dyllan, I'm coming in this dressing room right now!" 


The door of the studio dressing room opened, but Dyllan Blaine was nowhere to be found. 


One year earlier.. 


"Ah John, you cut me to the quick, mon!" 


"Well, l'm just curious like everyone else in this studio, Alek. | mean, look at these ratings. Your first and second 
albums had three top hits each; your third album had four, and your fourth album had five. You guys are up 
to your fifth album now, and you haven't had a hit yet," John Laramie smirked down at his latest guest. 


"Well, John," Alek asserted, "how can you expect a hit yet? The album hasn't been on the shelves all that long.’ 
"Its been five months, Alek" 
The rock star squirmed in his significantly small chair. Laramie smirked triumphantly. 


"Mr. Zevon, how do you expect to defend your title as the World's Greatest Modern Rocker, if your band can't 
put out a hit song this year? Do you think perhaps the popularity of hard rock is beginning to wane? The 


indies seem to be surpassing you." 


Alek fidgeted, "Well, as | said, it's really too soon to say that we won't have a hit this year. After all, half of 
the year isn't even up yet. You just wait and see, John, hard rock isn't gonna be killed by some indie crap!" 


John Laramie turned to his studio audience and smiled, "Well, folks, | suppose time will certainly tell. Ladies and 


gentlemen, Mr. Alek Zevon" 


Alek slammed the door as he entered his top-notch New York condominium. His long, raven hair swished 
violently over his tensed shoulders as he stalked to the kitchen Grabbing a carton of milk and a pack of 
Gitanes, he made his way to the living room, where he sulkily flipped through the television channels. The food 
channels made him nauseous, the sports networks were obnoxious, and the news was just depressing. Alek 


flipped to MTV, hoping to catch a glimpse of himself and the band. What he saw did not improve his mood. 


"Hello world, I'm Lucy Lucitane reporting for MTV News!" a perky blonde stated. 


Dumb twat, thought Alek. He took a drag on his cigarette. 


"Well people, it's the year 2025, and you know what that means! It's almost time to select this half-decade's 
WGMR, aka. the World's Greatest Modern Rocker! Every five years music fans all over the world vote on 
their favorite rockstar from a list of nominees put out by MTV. Alek Zevon, the dark lead singer of once 
uber-cool band Osiris, has maintained the WGMR title for the past decade. If he wins the title again he will 
receive instant admission to the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. Alek seems to have some tough competition this 
year, especially from hot indie rocker, Dyllan Blaine. Blaine's first album, Shatter My Soul, has already spawned 
two hit singles. Osiris' latest piece of work is, so far, devoid of hits. Watch out Alek, Dyllan's in town!" 


Commercialism and a Case of Morning Wood 


Author's Notes: 
Bit of a teaser, finally getting to some hot stuff. 


"Dyllan, you're on in five," said a dry voice. 


Dyllan scowled. He never thought being a rock singer would qualify him to advertise the worlds ugliest clothing 
line. Sighing, he zipped up the chartreuse pants and tied the laces on his puke-green sneakers. 


"Oh, Dyllan," his manager, Tommi, walked into the dressing room, "Your outfit looks so..nice.." 
‘It's hideous," he said flatly. 

"Well, honey, no one ever said fame came without a price." 

He glared daggers at her. 


"Just think of the publicity, dear. It's a really popular brand of clothing right now. Let the ugly pants make you 
look good." 


"The pants make me look like an avocado," he rolled his eyes. "Tommi, | can't do this." 
"Oh, yes you can, Dyllan Blaine.” 
"No..no..this outfit makes me ill.” 


"Dyllan," she put her arm around his shoulder, "Would | make my favorite little brother do anything that 


wouldn't benefit him in the long run?" 
"| dunno, but you sure wouldn't make him do anything that wouldn't benefit yourself." 


"Ah, little bro, just think of all the bleach-blonde teeny-boppers you're going to make wet by wearing that 
outfit" 


"Yes, | know," he sighed, running a hand through his shaggy, blond hair, "No one's going to take me seriously if | 
wear piss-yellow pants with a shirt that says ‘Babe Watcher’. It's tacky." 


"Well, Dyllan, | guess the beautiful people at MTV will be the ones to decide that. You do realize you have a 
chance at the WGMR title this year." 


He raised his eyebrows, "Oh, yeah right, sis. Not while Alek Zevon is still breathing.’ 


"Oh please," she rolled her eyes, "His band is all washed up - they haven't put out a decent song for the past 


three years. He's just some jaded old hardrocker that can't seem to move along with the times." 


"Alek Zevon is the greatest rocker that ever lived, Tommi," Dyllan countered. "He reinvented hardrock, gave it a 


brand new twist. He's what inspired me to start playing, you remember." 

"Yes, yes. | recall. But he's not young anymore; you, on the other hand, are fresh and new." 
"He's just thirty." 

"And you are just twenty-one, Dyllan You're a thriving sex symbol among teenage girls." 
"Don't remind me.." 


Tommi Blaine glanced down at her watch, "Good lord, it's time to go, Dyllan. All right, get out there and smile 
and be charming. And lay it on thick - we need this publicity!" 


"Yeah, yeah," Dyllan walked out toward the lights and cameras with a big, fake grin plastered to his boyish 
face. On the inside he felt like the World's Greatest Sell-out. 


eR 


"Dyllan! Dyllan! We love you, Dyllan!" 


Dyllan blushed as girl after girl continued to jump up and down in front of the stage. 
"Take me home with you, Dyllan! | wanna fuck you so bad!" said a girl with waist-length hair and a large bosom. 


A redhead wearing fuck-me pants countered, "No, take me home, Dyllan. | give the best head ever - no gag 


reflex!" 


Dyllan tried his hardest to ignore the obscene remarks coming from his scantily-clad audience. Just then a 
shadowy figure with long, dark hair made his way toward Dyllan. The figure glided smoothly, gracefully across 
the stage. His hair matched the rest of his pitch-black attire perfectly. Dyllan realized who the man was only 


when the dark figure was face to face with him. 
"Alek Zevon." Dyllan breathed, 


Zevon smiled down at him and turned toward the hoard of girls. "Lay off, ladies. This one's mine." He turned 


back to Dyllan, clutching his face and kissing him violently. The fangirls gasped as Dyllan moaned beneath the 


man's soft lips, melting into oblivion as the dark rockstar kissed him senseless. 


Zevon grabbed Dyllan's waist, pulling the blond tightly against him and thrusting his hips. Dyllan could feel the 
man's hard cock throbbing through his tight, leather pants, a sensation that nearly sent him over the edge. He 
returned Zevon's thrusts, clutching desperately at his black-garbed shoulders. Zevon continued to thrust 
harder and harder against him, discovering Dyllans mouth with his tongue. Their passion built, Dyllan could feel 
a wonderful euphoria about to envelope him. Suddenly the idiot girls in the audience didn't matter anymore as 


Zevon's moans reached his ear. 

"Come for me, baby." 

And Dyllan was just about to comply when. 

BUZZI 

He woke with a start, reaching for the cursed alarm clock His head was pounding, his neck had a crick, and 


Dyllan Blaine had a horrible case of morning wood. "Oh for God's sake." he scowled, and moved his hand down 


to relieve his unfinished business. 


The Premiere 
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It was a smoggy, falsely-lit right in New York City when Alek Zevon began dressing for the latest Hollywood 
blockbuster premiere. He didn't even know the title of the flick, didn't really care. This was a mundane event, 


one that was used solely for publicity. Zevon was expected to attend the screening, and so he would. 

His date for this evening was none other than the year's top model, Amara Shriver, who also happened to be 
his long-time sex toy. Zevon usually had more than a few groupies to choose from, and he took that liberty. 
But Shriver was his personal favorite, and he knew that if he ever needed a casual fuck, she would always be 
waiting around. She loved playing the trophy girl. 

She entered his apartment dressed in a floor-length, shimmering gold evening gown, slit up to her thighs on 
the left and right. The dress was sleeveless, and she wore long gloves up to her elbows and diamond encrusted 


jewelry. Her entire setup had cost well over a million dollars, and she had tried to get Zevon to invest the 


same amount. 


"Oh Alek," she simpered, "I do wish you would have had your hair and make-up done professionally. Its bad 


enough you wouldn't even let my tailor do your suit." 


"Amara dear," he answered dryly, "I'm quite capable of doing my own hair and make-up as I've been doing them 


myself for years. And | quite like the suit I've picked out, thank you." 
"You could afford a professional job, you know," she pouted. 
"Yes," he patted her cheek, "But I'm not that pretentious. Shall we, then?" 


They exited the apartment, making their way to Shriver's limousine. Zevon gazed fixedly out the window, quiet 
and sullen, Finally they reached their destination 


"Alek, love, we're here," she notified him. 


"Wonderful," he muttered. The chauffer opened his door and out Alek Zevon stepped, followed closely by his 
date. Putting on a his characteristic half-smile, he made his way up the red carpet and into the theatre. 


eR 


"And tonight we have the world-renowned Dyllan Blaine," called the announcer, "who is here with his sister and 


manager, Tommi Blaine!" 


Dyllan blushed at his own name; he still hadn't quite gotten used to all the publicity he now received. He and 


Tommi walked into his very first premiere, and began looking for their personal seats. 


"This way, Dyllan," Tommi spotted their seats. But Dyllan stopped dead in his tracks, his eyes growing large. 
Sitting beside their spot was the one and only Alek Zevon, dressed in his typical tight-fitting, fully black attire. 


"Tommi..." 

"Well, what are you waiting for, Dyllan? There's a whole crowd behind us waiting to get to their seats!" 
"Tommi," Dyllan gulped and nodded toward their seats. His sister glanced in that direction. 

"Yeah, it's Alek Zevon, so what?" 

"He's sitting by us.." 

"Yeah, so say hello when you sit next to him," she rolled her eyes. 

"What?!" 

"Dyllan, you're on his level now, it's no big deal, now come on," she pulled him to their seats, exasperatedly. 
XE% 

Alek Zevon sat brooding, sullenly waiting for the premiere to begin. The noise of all the incoming celebrities 
(‘load of pretentious idiots’) was annoying, and he was beginning to feel a bit claustrophobic. Zevon began 
glancing about the theatre, trying to calm his anxious nerves. But what he saw only put him in an even fowler 
mood; Dyllan Blaine was at the end of the row, and it looked as though he was walking in Zevon's direction. 


"Great," muttered Zevon, "Another spoiled brat to keep me company." 


The blonde youth did indeed sit right next to Zevon, who sat with his head propped on his hand, looking 


morosely at the big-screen. Blaine was fidgeting and kept coughing nervously. 
‘Little bastard must have nerves like mine, thought Zevon, bitterly. ‘He'll never have music like mine though.. 
His thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a timid voice that said, "Mr. Zevon." 


Zevon glanced up to see his rival looking at him with a shy smile. "May | help you?" he asked crankily. 


"Uh, my name is Dyllan Blaine," the youth's face turned pink. 

"Yes, | can see that 

"Well, | -erm- just wanted to tell you that Im a -uh- big fan of your music.Sir" 

Zevon cocked a lined brow, "Oh yes? Well, | can't help but notice how popular your own music is becoming” 
Dyllan blushed deeper, looking away, "Maybe a bit. but itll never be as good as yours” 

"Im flattered," Zevon said dispassionately. "So, Mr. Blaine, are you enjoying the premiere so far?" 
"T-to be honest, lm not sure what the point is" 

"Mmm," Zevon nodded. 

Dyllan worked up his nerve, "Just a lot of pretentious people all gathered together, really.” 
Zevon looked over at him. 

"Except for you of course," Dyllan quickly added. 

"And what, pray tell, makes you think Im not pretentious, Mr. Blaine?" Zevon smirked 


"Um..." Dyllan stammered, "You never struck me as the snob type. | mean, you don't follow the mainstream. 


And you never seem terribly impressed by the snobs around you.." 


Zevon smiled sardonically, "Mr. Blaine, let me explain something to you. Everyone is a snob. It's just that some 
of us snub those who do not follow the mainstream, and some of us snub those who are mainstream." 


"Oh," Dyllan looked away. 


"However," Zevon said, "To be pretentious is to demand that an acquaintance meet one's own extravagant 


qualifications, and to that end you are correct in saying that | am not pretentious." 


Dyllan was still silent, feeling very small and somehow inadequate. He had looked up to Alek Zevon since his 
teenage years, and now considered him wiser than ever. For the longest time he had wanted Zevon, wanted to 
kiss and caress him. But he knew that could never happen, and so he had settled on just meeting his hero, just 
talking to him once, perhaps getting an autograph. But now that he himself was known in the world of rock and 


roll.. 


"Mr. Zevon." There was that small, shy voice again. 


"Yes?" 

"I know you don't have a lot of spare time, but would you like to maybe, erm, hang out sometime?" 

Zevon thought. It might be a pain in the ass to have this kid following him around, not to mention the fact that 
this guy was his only rival. Then again, the kid didn't seem all that bad, just naive. And besides, Zevon might be 


able to find out just what it was that made this guy so appealing, and then use it for himself.. 


Zevon smiled, writing on a slip of paper, "Here's my number, Dyllan. Just call me up sometime - preferably 


after noon" 
Dyllan held his breath as he took the slip. ‘He called me Dyllan.’ 


Then the theatre became quiet as the premiere began to play. 


